The   Romantic
of course, they are sensualists, which brings the
present into its own. You have never had many
dealings with the present, have you?"
He had walked away from her to light a cigarette.
Because he was serious, he did not look at her.
"To-day feels very like the present/' she mur-
mured.
Then she remembered. To-night must be very
like the future, she thought.
"What is the matter with you, Lisa," he said, "is
that your feelings turn into thoughts and your
thoughts turn into feelings.**
"Yes," she said, feeling suddenly tired.
He turned round and saw her lying back with hef
eyes shut. Her hat lay on the floor. "Pick up your
hat," he said; "it looks dead lying on the floor."
She put it on her lap.
"You see," he said, "it didn't even need to go on to
your head in order to come to life."
They walked by the river.
"I often wonder what a river feels like when it
reaches the sea. The water, I mean, meeting s^lt
water for the first time. It must be such a strange
sensation."
"That is what physical love means," he told her.
"Is it?"
She looked at him with the wide-eyed curiosity of a
child being told something it didn't know. Hs took